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ADVERTISEMEN T. 


HE Author of the following Verſes, at a very 


early period of life, amuſed himſelf with writing 
a Poem on the SyxinG, He had then formed no defign 
of printing it for public inſpection; and afterwards, many 
years elapſed before he beſtowed another thought on the 
Work itſelf. At length, chancing to peruſe it again, and 
finding it, though full of blemiſhes, on the whole ſupe- 
rior to his expectations, he was induced to attempt a 
correction of its faults, and ſubmit it to the judgment of 
the world. This circumſtance he mentions, not with a 
view of extenuating any inaccuracies that may appear in 
the Poem; he only hopes it will, in ſome meaſure, excuſe 


him for having written upon a ſubject ſo well treated be- 
fore, | 3 
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Introduction. On the cultivation of the ſoil, and the invention of the 
plow. The progreſſive growth ef vegetables deſcribed. A pbilo- 
fophical inquiry into the cauſe of vegetation. Deſcription of a 
garden. A proſpet from the fide of an hill. The influence of the 
feaſon on beaſts, birds, and inſets ; with a deſcription of each. A 
proſpect of the ſea ; with a view of the feaſon beyond the polar 


circle, and within the tropics. 


THE . 


BEAUTIES or SPRING. 


E 


GENTLER gale uprolls the ſouthern clouds; 
The ſouthern clouds effuſe their mellow ſtore; 


In cluſters from the leafleſs foreſt drops 
The melting ſnow ; uncover'd bare to viex 
High ſwells the mountain ; day protracted ſhines, 


And Life itſelf with double ardour glows, 


Say, what is this, except to thy return, 
Soft ſmiling SyRING ! a prelude? O then haſte, 
Thou beſt and faireſt daughter of the Sun ! 
Haſte to my prayers indulgent, and reprove 
The luggiſh motion of thy father's ſteeds. 
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To Thee, inſpir'd by gratitude, I build, 

Of verdant ſord, an altar; and prepare 
Sweet-breathing odours, and thy earlieſt bloom: 
Thy earlieſt bloom to offer I prepare, 

And add the humble tribute of a ſong. 


As ſurly tyrants with a female ſmile 
Are vanquiſh'd, by degrees at ſight of thee 
Stern Winter ſoftens, See, unfailing ſign, 
The ſhowery bow proclaims his fury o'er, 
And Heaven again benevolent to Man. 


Taz plowman ſoon, obſervant how the glebe 
Relaxing melts before the hollow wind, 
His ruſtic train aſſembles, and to earth 
The ſhare, with blithe alacrity, applies. 
Hard is the toil of men and beaſts. Reſounds 
The valley, while with ſhouts of praiſe or blame 
The ſteers they urge. Of praiſe and blame alike 
Intelligent, from morn to fall of eve, 
The patient ſteers flow traverſe o'er the plain. 
The cleaving coulter now is deep conceal'd, 
Now ſudden glitters on the ſight. Behind, 
Of dark-brown hue, the length'ning furrows riſe, 
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Wire round him flit the ſmaller tribes of air 
From ridge to ridge, the ſower o'er the field 
Deliberate paces. From his copious hand 


In laviſh ſhowers deſcends the grain. The grain 
Earth, general mother, faithful to her truſt, 
A plenteous harveſt promiſing, receives. 


BexzATH the grating harrow laſt the clods 
Diſpart, and crumble o'er the ſcatter'd ſeed. 


W1TH curious eye to mark what diff *rent modes 

Of cultivation diff'rent grounds demand, 

Affords no vulgar pleaſure. Light and thin, 

A porous mould leſs tillage needs; but clay, 
Compact and heavy, ſhould be well ſubdued. 
Judicious farmers adverſe tempers mix; 

Oer ſterile ſand beſpread a richer ſoil, 

O'er ſoils too rich and groſs the ſterile ſand. 
When Heaven denies her bounty, and the North 
| Dry-blowing winnows into duſt the glebe, 

A glebe by nature arid ; from the brow 

Of neighb'ring hillock they the brook entice 

Its wonted courſe to leave. Lo! all reſtraint 


Soon clear'd away, delighted with the change, 


How 
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How bright it glitters o'er the furrow'd land, 

In many a maze meand'ring! If the clouds 

Stream unremitting, they with equal care 

Solicit from a ſwampy field, in drains 

And low-ſunk trenches, thoſe vnwholeſome damps, 
Which elſe would check the tender ſprouting blade, 
And ſend them famiſh'd to the wood for maſt. 


Od maſt once mortals fed; for when, incens'd 
At crime on crime repeated without end, 
Th' Eternal Sovereign from the guilty earth 
His ſmile withdrew, no longer ſmil'd the face 
Of correſpondent Nature. O'er the plain 
No more {ſpontaneous harveſts wav'd; no more 
Delicious honey from the leaves diſtill'd; 
Or rivers flow'd with milk, or purple wine. 
Dim lower'd the ſky; conflicting winds aroſe ; 
Rattled the hail, or pour'd the deluge ; hoarſe 
The thunder mutter'd from the ſullen cloud ; 
And with reſiſtleſs fury lightning ſplit 
The foreſt oak, to which degenerate Man 
For ſuſtenance was now compelPd to fly. 
Weak, helpleſs wretch! in open zther, he 
_*Mong favage beaſts, himſelf as ſavage, led 
A life 
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A life of mis'ry, or beneath the rock, 

Deep-delving form'd his comfortleſs abode: 

Rough fur his clothing, and his bed the ground. 

Of life's conveniences he nothing knew: 

He nothing knew of thoſe ſublimer joys 

The ſocial ſpirit gives. His ſtony heart, 

Nor gentle love, nor friendſhip's gen'rous flame, 

Nor pity's ſoft emotion, ever touch'd. 

Long time beneath the wood's broad ſhelter thus 

Remain'd he, unemploy'd his limbs, unwak'd 

His mental powers. But what hath not its bounds ? 

A change at length revolving ages brought. 

High Heaven, whoſe vengeance burns for human good, 

Bade ſtrong Neceſſity the ſluggard rouſe. 

Obedient, ſhe inur'd his hardy arm 

Io frequent toll, and taught him with his kind 

To mingle and aſſociate. Then appear'd, 

Rude and unpoliſh'd firſt, the uſeful arts, 

By which mankind ſubdue the lion's rage, 

The ſcaly race inſnare, or *mid the clouds 

Transfix the ſoaring eagle. From the grape 

Rich ſparkling wine Linnæus cruſh'd. In hives 

Meliſſa's care inclos'd the vagrant bee. | 

From cattle Pales drew the milky ſtream ; | 
5 ” And 
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And on Arcadian hills the ſhepherd, ſince 
Believ'd immortal, ſhore his fleecy breed. 

Shrill ſang Arachne's ſhuttle thro' the loom; 
And, groaning in the fruitful Attic vales, 
Triptolemus, thy oxen drew the plow; 

The ſacred plow, of all inventions belt, 
Without whoſe friendly aid, the joyous Spring, 
A waſte of ſweets, would now return in vain. 


Bur 1s it Spring or Winter? Tho' return'd 
Her lawful claim the Spring aſſert, to yield 
Without a ſtruggle haughty Winter ſcorns. 
Defeated, to the mountain's ſhatter'd cliffs 
He ſtern retreats, and thence deſpairing makes 
His lateſt efforts. O'er the lower world 
In mingled ſtorm his fleet and rain deſcend; 


Before his blaſts the dizzy morning reels, 


And ev'ning ſhivers in his froſty gale. 

Alternate to the rude and gentle power 
Inclining, oftentimes the doubtful day 

Each moment changes aſpect. Cloud o'er cloud 
Tumultuous rolling, in continued train, 

All Heaven involve, and lowering dark, preſage 
Immediate tempeſt. Sudden burſts the gloom, 
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Diſparting wide ; the ſhades are vaniſh· d; huge 
Th' illumin'd valley; on the new- ſprung herb 
The trem'lous rain- drop ſparkles; herds and flocks 
Their cheerful voices raiſe, and Nature ſeems 

As juſt awaken'd from a troubled dream. 

But ſoon tis o'er: confus'dly ſcowling round 
Again the vapours hide the face of day ; 

Chill blows the wind; the crocus cloſe to earth 
Shrinks; and the primroſe, which began to ope 
Its tender foliage; cautious ſhuts again. 

Silent and ſad the feather d warblers drop 

The ruffled wing, and all the former ſcene 
Appears a fairy viſion, Scatter'd wide, 

In ſhapeleſs fleeces, o er the cope of Heaven, 

The clouds once more difeloſe an aZure {ky: | 

- Once more, gay ſireaming thro' the brighten 'd air, 


W 


A fluſh of radiance cheers the drooping earth, 
And life returns, and melody and j joy. | 


EXALTED by thy vivifying beam, 
Great Source of Light! with. rapid growth now 7 ſwells 
The deep'ning herbage. Laviſh o'er the Plain 
It ſpreads, and thro' the ramblings of the dale 
Winds unconfin'd, A downy robe of green 
""# C Inveſts 
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Inveſts the hill. The barren heath'no more: 

Preſents a dreary proſpect; tufts of graſs, 

Furze, fern, and broom, beſpot with gayer hues 

The lawny mantle of the barren heal 


In ſouthern climates firſt begins to move 


The renovating ſpirit. In a cloud | 
Of fragrance curtain'd, from his dropping wing 
He o'er Iberia and Auſonia ſhakes 

The balmy freſhneſs of the vernal year: 

Then northward bends; nor Pyrenees nor Alps 
Retard him. In his bounty many a land 
Luxuriant riots, while along the Rhine, 

Or fair Sequana, ſhedding on their banks 
The richeſt verdure, intermixt with flowers, 
He ſteals to Albion. Glad at hits approach, | 
All Albion ſmiles. O'er. Caledonia next, 

The fens of Jutland, and the Dorſine hills, 
Tho' with a prodigality retrench'd, vaſe 

He ſpreads the foodful treaſure.” To the wilds 
Of Samoid or Borandia ſcarce extends 


His anuUNSUDE power. It more and more : 
0 Diminiſhes. At length, beſide the pole, 
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Nox leſs the woods their various pomp diſplay, 
To full perfection haſting. Firſt revive, | 
Beneath a canopy of taller trees, 

The dwarfiſh brethren of the ſhrubby tribe. 
The hazel yonder, thick on every twig. 
Ere yet without the ſhelter of the rind, 
Advent'rous peep the leaves; a pendent fringe 
Exulting ſhews. His jointed branches here 
With gems the elder ſtuds. The earlier thorn 
There wonders at his white array, and there 
The fallow glories in his golden bloom. 
But ſoon, advancing proudly to the ſkies, 
The rugged elm and platan into floods 
Of verdure burſt, Within a night of ſhades 
The dark-leaved cheſnut hides his ſpreading boughs. 
Before the gentleſt, ſlighteſt breath of air, 
Trembling in gay diverſities of light, 
The fearful aſpin ruſtles. Richly dreſt 
In all the budding honours of the year, 
The ſlender poplar forms a graceful ſpire. 
Again, within the mirror of the lake, 
The ſtately alder ſelf. admiring views 
His new-grown treſſes. Sov'reign of the wood, 
His moſs-clad arms again the oak. conceals, 

| C 2 Rejoice 
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Rejoice the ſportive Dryads, and rejoice 

The wearied Shepherds, from the ſun or rain 
Defended by his ſhelter. Laſt, the aſh, 
Incumbent o'er the fountain's broken rock, 

His mighty buds diſcloſing, ſtands ſurcharged 
With foliage, and in triumph waves his boughs. 


YE heaven-born Genii, who prefi de o'er man; 4 
Ye woodland ſpirits and atrial powers, 


Whoſe eye thro? Nature's depth can pierce, and trace 


Her ſecret ſprings, that far ſurpaſs the ſtrength 
Of human viſion; aid me, and diſplay 

The wonders of the vegetable world! 

In every plant, a thouſand plaſtic tubes 

Along the ſtem and thro the branches run 

In undiſtinguiſh'd error. some contain 

The nutrimental liquors by the law 

Of gravitation thro' the root impell'd ; | 

And ſome, as lungs, inhale the living air, 
Which, always highly rarify'd by day, 

A larger ſpace demands, and on the ſap 
Conſtringent preſſing, ſep' rates and reſines 

The groſſer part, and thro each ſmaller vein, „ 
In rapid circulation, bids it low. 88 


But 
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But ſoon as ev'ning veils the face of things, 
Th' expanded air condenſimg, all reſtraint 

Is from the moiſture-drawing tubes removed; 
They then at pleaſure open, and imbibe, 

As with returning appetite and thirſt, 

Earth's richeſt virtues, each ſucceflive night, 
Their humid aliment. Thro' every bough 
Aſcending in unnumber'd ſtreams, at length 
The juices burſt the rind, in many a gem 
Enlarging imperceptibly. The leaf 

Hence gradual opens ; hence the tender flower 
Unfolds its painted beauties to the morn ; 
Hence all the pride and elegance of Spring, 


How admirably various and complex 
Is every plant's machinery! far beyond 
The clouded ken of philoſophic eye, 
How delicate its texture! Not a bud 
Swells on the branch, but in its folds contains 
Sublimer wonders than the human race, 
In all their monuments of art, can ſhow! 
Imagine not, that o'er her lower works 
Great Nature paſles heedleſsly ; alike 
She nothing makes in vain, and nothing leaves 
2 
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Deficient. Fram'd and ſuited to the place 

It in creation's vaſt ſtupendous ſcale 

Poſſeſſes, every blade of trodden graſs 

Is perfect as its parent power the Sun. 

In life as perfect too the reptile ſpeck, 

Whoſe magnitude minutely ſmall evades $I 
The pureſt optics, as the higher ranks 

Of being. Of each order in itſelf 

Thus finiſh'd and complete, is form'd a whole 
As finiſh'd and complete; a mighty whole, 
Where orb in orb, myſterious motion ! rolls 
An infinite variety of worlds, 

And ſyſtems beyond ſyſtems numberleſs 
Thro' Space's boundleſs region. Every world 
An atom with the univerſe compar'd, ( 
And every atom, when alone perus'd, 
A world, where ſage inquiry, without end, 


May wonder riſing after wonder trace. 


Ar laſt, when Taurus? threat'ning front no more 
Flames in the Sun, whoſe near approaching beams 
The Twins enlighten, on her em'rald throne 

| High-ſeated Spring, without a rival, reigns. 
Her head the bow diſtin with ſeven gay hues ' 
8 Incircles; 
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Incircles ; clouds of richeſt texture form 

Her looſe array; the pink and roſe in heaps 
Beneath her feet officious Flora ſtrews. 

She ſmiles, and with her ſmile th' attendant Loves ; 
She moves, and move the Graces. Thro' the leaves, 
With plaintive whiſper, Zeph'rus haſtes to faint 
Upon her fragrant boſom. Round her dance, 
United, hand in hand, the laughing Hours : 

While Pan, with artleſs muſic felt not heard, 

Each rougher paſſion harmonizing, bids 

The world awake to happineſs alone, 


Her bounty meadow, grove, and hill diſplay ; 
But only in the garden ſhines confeſt 
Her genial preſence: O'er the reſt of earth 
Sweet influence ſhedding, here ſhe takes her ſeat, 
A gay aſſemblage of delightful ſcenes, 
Still riſing diff 'rent as we rove along 
'Thro' all its circuit, charm the raviſh'd ſoul. 
In tranſport leſt, bewilder'd in amaze, 
We ne'er can ſate the longing eye, or know 
What object pleaſes moſt. On fertile beds 
Here ſpring the wholeſome vegetable tribes, 


Replete with every virtue, Fold conceal'd 
Fore: In 
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In circling fold the turgent lettuce ; ſwelPd ' 
With mellow pulp th' aſparagus ; the cool, 
Refreſhing purſlain, and the juicy beet: 
With others, which the compaſs of my ſong 
To name permits not. Whiſp'ring ſoft the gales 
Betray yon wilderneſs of odours; mint 
Delicious, when the ſkies relent in rain; 

Of grateful fragrance lavender and thyme ; 
Amoricus ſweet-breathin g from afar ; 

With banks of downy camomile. Suſtain'd 
With ſlender twigs, or languiſhingly ſunk 
Along the boſom of their parent Earth, 

A waſte of flowers on every border glow. 

A ſhower of foliage from the Guelder's roſe 


Thick ſtrews each walk, that thro' the cultur'd plots 


Leads various winding. Here a ſhaven green, 
On which at evening dance the jocund elves, 
Lies ſmooth and fair. In contraſt there aſcends 
A rude, irreg'lar hillock, over- run. 

With crowded buſhes ; purple lilac; bays 
For ever verdant; gay liburnum deck'd 
With hanging bells; and of unſpotted bloom 
Syringos. Looſely ſcatter'd,. or in tufts 
Aſlembled, yonder taller trees upheave 
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Their flouriſh'd heads. Inwoven arbours, fram'd 
With nymph-like art, beneath their boughs afford 
Meridian ſhelter ; while a brimming ſtream 
With ſerpent-error* wanders o'er the whole, 
Remurm'ring every lapſe. Nor you, whom Heaven 
Hath rais'd to wealth and ſplendour, ſtill remain 
In dull, lethargic floth. Diſdain not you 

With gentle labour to repair and knit 

Your flaccid nerves. The garden calls; at once 
Amuſe your fancy, and refreſh your limbs. 

Go, plant the ſhrubb'ry ; go, and plant the grove, 
The Genius of the place will tell you where; 

Or, as he bids, diſpoſe your walks ; reform - 
Th” aſpiring trees, and ſhew them how to turn 
Their flaunting branches. As he bids, collect 

In cluſters ſome, and ſome with care extend 

In thin eſpaliers. Intertwine the bowers 

Cloſe over-head. The flowerin g tribes redreſs, 
That 'mong the verdure wide beſtrew the ground ; 
Or ſprinkle from the neighb'ring pond or well 
The tend'reſt plants, and thoſe of ſickly caſt; 

Or break the ſoil, till fit for growth of ſeed: 

No vain, no mean employ ; but o'er the cheek 

| | * Milton, 
_— Health's 


18 THE BEAUTIES OF SPRING. 


Health's bloom diffuſing, breathing thro? the heart 
Tranquillity, by God himſelf approv'd, 
And practis'd by the fathers of mankind. 


Ye friends of ſylvan harmony, forbear 
To plant your trees in equal meaſur'd rows, 

Or prune them into frantic ſhapes ; reſtrain 
Thoſe childiſh modes, the pride of little minds : 
A juſter taſte to men of ſenſe belongs; 

They Nature know and love ; her native charms, 
Majeſtically fimple, wildly ſweet, _ 

Inform their boſoms with the nobleſt joy. 

Yet with a garden, firſt of rural ſcenes, 

Diſorder ſuits not. There I diſapprove, 

If all your plants receive their form and ſite 
From Chance's blind direction. Happy mean! 
The two extremes to reconcile be yours; 

To Art give Nature's unaffected air, 

And vagrant Nature regulate with Art. 


Bur can I now, when univerſal Spring 
In full luxuriance round me blows, remain 
Cloſe pent in narrow ſpace ? From yonder rocks, 
That o'er the murmurs of the headlong brook 
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With ſhadowy projection, high impend, 


Reſounds wild echo, and reſounding ſeems 
In ſolemn tone to bid me come away. 


Obſervant of the call, with rapid ſtep 

Acroſs a length of interpoſing fields, 

I, to the rugged mountain, whence proceed 
Her ſummons, haſten, Up the rough aſcent 
How difficult and irkſome 'tis to climb! 
Panting I onward labour ; but my limbs, 
Before the middle ſteep be well attain'd, 

Sink, with the toil o'erpower'd. Tho' farther round 
Mine eyes might from the lofty ſummit range, 
No vulgar ſcenes are here diſclos'd to view, 
Firſt, on the neighb'ring region of the hill, 
Tree following tree in meaſur'd ſcale, deſcends 
A cloſely crouded foreſt. Scatter'd groves, 
Where equal ſtrength of ſun and ſhadow ſtrives, 
Next open into paſtures, which the ſight 

Hence doubts to call declivity or plain. 
Tranſparent there, along the midway vale, 
Slow glides the river, o'er the level mead 

In ſportive maze now winding, now conceal'd 
Beneath the full-leaved wood, and gleaming now 
With ſilver luſtre thro' th' uncover'd glade. 


D 2 Inclos'd 
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Inclos'd in orchards, where her every charm 
Variety, without reſerve, diſplays, 

A ſimple village yonder ſtands : behold, 

The whiten'd wall and pillar'd ſmoke declare 
The houſehold Gods propitious. Interſpers'd 
On every hand are eminences ; ſome 

With herbage clad, and ſome incumber'd thick 
With ſhrubs of cool receſs. At diſtance, wrapt 
In bluiſh vapour, high the mountains riſe, 

As more remote more indiſtinct and dim, 

Till Heaven's high vault the duſky proſpe& bounds. 


Tut country ſeen, on living objects now 
Mine eyes I fix; and firſt, yon herd of beeves 
Attracts them, Thro' the ſwelling verdure wades 
The monarch bull, with flow majeſtic pace, 
As conſcious of his proweſs. On the ground, 
A graſſy couch, as loſt in ſerious thought, 
The ox reclining ruminates at eaſe. 
The milky drove unſated crop the herb, 
Or, bending frequent o'er the river's brink, 
Sip the cool ſtream. By warmth of youth arous'd, 
In many an idle frolic round the field — 
The heifer gambols. O'er the moſs-grown heath 
And 
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And mountain's breaſt, a proſpe& white, the flocks 
Are negligently ſcatter'd. To and fro, 

In gentle dalliance, how their wanton lambs 

Friſk blithe and happy! while, by echo borne, 
From rock to rock inceſſant bleatings ring. 


Lo! there, by headſtrong paſſion hurried, wild, 
The ſprightly courſer o'er th' inwoven fence . 
High bounds, deſpiſing heſitation : then 
Collecting all his vigour, inſtant leaves 
The hill behind him ; thro' the foreſt burſts, 

And ſweeps reſiſtleſs o'er the level mead. 
How boils his blood ! how pant his ſwelling veins ! 


What mad'ning tranſport fills his heart, when firſt 
His dappled loves ſalute his glaring eye! 
The cool refreſhing ſtream invites ; behold, 

With ſpirits frantic, in he plunges ; loud 

Beneath him flaſh the agitated waves. 

Luxuriant as he plows the water, glides 

A gelid pleaſure thro' his burning limbs. 

With what an haughty air his graceful head 

He toſſes round! with what an haughty air 

He gives the ſcatter'd honours of his mane = 2 1 


With dancing motion o'er his neck to play ! 
 UNSTARTLED 
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UNSTARTLED by the deep reſounding horn, 
The hunter's ſhout, or hounds exulting cry, 
The rampant ſtag no longer to the woods 
Confines his mazy rambles. By the year 
Embolden'd, ſee, along the ſunny lawn 
Lightly he trips, with eye aſkance, and head 
Reverted often. Happy, would the powers 
Of Autumn prove benevolent as thoſe 
Who rule the Spring! Thrice happy, would mankind 
Compaſſion to their breaſts admit; nor more 
Purſue the cruel pleaſures of the chace ! 


Bur hark! the warblers of the ſhade demand 
My whole attention. TrilPd from yonder copſe, 
Variety of modulation flows. 

As huſh'd to ſlumb'ring quiet by the ſound, 

The breeze no longer flutters ; and the brook, 
In falls deſcending, ſeems to ſteal along 

With ſoft abated murmur. Soon as Morn, 
 Awaking, on the mountain's ſummit opes 

Her crimſon eyelids, from a thouſand bills 
Loud burſts th' inchanting ſymphony, till night, 
In ev'ry thicket of the vale prolong'd. 

Their melody ſome negligently pour ; 


As 
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As emulous their fellows to tranſcend, 

Some artful charm us in elab'rate ſong ; 
Some mournful coo; and ſome in broken notes 
Chirp unconcern'd. Above me, and around, 
Where'er I turn, *tis harmony. Methinks, 

As thro? the tangling woods I bruſh my way, 
Runs every ſtrain ſo raviſhingly ſweet, 

So querulouſly moving, or ſo wild, 

Thar, other organs of external ſenſe 
Forſaken, all the live-long day my ſoul 

Could patient fit and liſten in mine ear! 


Nox, in this bliſsful ſeaſon ſport alone, 
Beaſts, and the tuneful ſongſters of the grove : 
Earth, pregnant by the generating warmth, 
With living motion heaves ; but long her brood 
In reptile ſtate remain not: high in air 
The buſy nations ſoon on wing ariſe, 

Beneath the wood; what animated clouds 
Among the foliage gather! O'er the fields 

What ſwarms, by chance or fancy guided, tray ! 
While myriads hov'ring o'er the ſtream, afford 
The finny race a rich regale. Bedropt 

With all the gloſſy colours light can give, 
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Their flutt'ring fans and gawdy robes effuſe 
A wav'ring luſtre, Unremitting ſounds 
From morn to night, a ſoft amuſive hum, 
Inducing gently o'er the vacant mind 
A drowſy calm, till every power diſſolve 
In ſweet inſenſibility. To learn 
The diff” rent forms and properties of all 
That in th' irradiance of the ſolar beam 


Neglected dance, a thouſand, rolling years, 
And twice a thouſand would: not half ſuffice, 
Tho? man could boaſt a microſcopic eye. 


Arp ſhall I here forget the balmy gift 

Of never-cloying nectar? Shall I here 

Ungrateful prove, and not a verſe beſtow 

On all the labours of the ſed'lous bee? 

Thrice noble race! who in ſmall room poſſeſs 

A wond'rous portion of ætherial fire, 

Heaven's own inſtinctive ſpirit! ſure, from man, 

Who to his rav'nous appetite, devotes 

Your lives and treaſures, you may juſtly claim 

"The ſlight return of unſubſtantial praiſe. _ 

At Spring's approach, before the Pleiads ſhine 

On Taurus' brawny ſhoulder, when. the clouds 
8 
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Diſpart awhile, and o'er the vale emit 

The ſun's effulgence ; on the ſuburb plank, 
Before the portal of the ſtraw-built town, 
Cluſt'ring they ſwarm, and in the tepid gleam 
Delighted baſk. Meantime their youth expand 
The filmy wing in many a ſhort eſſay. 

But ſoon their labour fervid glows. At once 
All join their aid, Without, and deep within 
The ſecret conclave of the hive, *tis naught 

But ceaſcleſs hurry. Hark, the buzzing ſound 
Increaſes every moment! Thoſe who paſs _ 
In ſearch of honey to the diſtant field, 

Beneath the crouded entrance ever meet 
Returning ſwarms, whoſe loaded thighs diſpenſe 
A rich ambroſial ſmell. Tho' ſcarce a leaf 

Or bloſſom decks the foreſt, ſcarce a flower 


Adorns the mead or riv'let's ſide, but yields 


A luſcious banquet, moſt they love to haunt 

The garden's ſcented product; from the cups 

Of hyacinth to ſip the morning dew ; 

To feaſt conceal'd within the tulip's cell, 

Or pant enamour'd on the lily's breaſt. 

Nor range they ſeldom o'er the deſert brake, 

Where, far from public view, in modeſt pride, 
E. 
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The ſweetly-bluſhing cynorrhodon blows, 

And honeyſuckle fondly intertwines | 

Its branches with the hawthorn. Each purſues 
The taſk aſſign'd him. Some of ſwifteſt wing 
The fragrant dews and eſſences collect. 
Undaunted centry, ſome before rhe gate 

Stand marſhall'd. Others, bleſt employ, receive 
The ſpicy load, and fill their waxen cells 

Of curious texture. Part more wiſe thro? age, 
O'er whom their gracious monarch ſtill preſides, 
In cloſe debate attend their ftate affairs; 

As beſt conduces to the gen'ral good, 
Enacting laws, adviſing horrid war, 

Or planning ſchemes of amity and peace. 


Sar, what delights not? Climb we o'er the hill, 
Traverſe the plain, regardleſs where we ſtray, 


Or court the ſecret windings of the dale ? 


Of colour unrefreſhing to the fight 
Expands a flower, or blooms a ſhrub? With ſound 


Ungrateful to the niceſt-judging ear, 


Ruſtles a leaf or flows a bubbling rill? 
With golden crowfoot checker'd, yonder bank, 
Where bending ofiers caft a drowſy ſhade, 
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To ſleep invites us. Theſe majeſtic woods, 
Thro' whoſe inwoven covert plays the day 
In many a twinkle, as the quivering boughs 
Before mild Zephyr to and fro incline, 

All ſelfiſh cares remove, and give the mind 
Thro' fancy's flowery labyrinth to rove. 
Nor charm alone the gay and ſofter ſcenes, 
With battlements impending o'er its baſe, 
The mould'ring turret, where in Gothic ſtate 
The Genius of antiquity reſides ; 

And, with its buſh-clad ſummit, from the ſkies 
Stupendous nodding o'er the vale below, 
The mountain's rude miſhapen cliff, inſpire 
A no unpleaſing horror thro? the ſoul. 

But more than aught of rock or ancient pile, 
A view of ocean raiſes in the breaſt | 
Sublime ideas, and o'er all we ſee 

An air of dignity and grandeur throws. 


On ocean look ; as much as earth, he feels 
The mild, compoling influence of the Spring. 
By ſtorm no longer, from his loweſt bed 
High-heaved in welt'ring mountains to the ſhore, 


Tumble his billows. Of diminiſh'd force, 
| E 2 
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Waves urged by waves ſucceſſive roll along; 
Hoarſe murm'ring on the ſtrand they break, and daſh 
The ſpray around; but, farther on, appear 
To form a gently fluctuating plain, | 

On whoſe cerulean breaſt the laughing Sun 
Reflected dances ; while his varying rays, 
With trem'lous motion, to the verge of heaven 
Effuſive waver in a filver ſtream. 


THA joyous ſailor hails the grateful change; 
Loud rings the port. The hand of labour finds 
Nor reſt nor intermiſſion: *ſpiring maſts, 

Norwegian growth, in forefts riſe. Athwart 

Extend the yards on ſtrengthen'd tackle hung; 
Emblazon'd gorgeouſly with Albion's arms, 

Far ſhine the banners. Should th” increaſing breeze 
Invite them forth, the canvas ſudden ſwells. 
Unfurl'd immenſe, and looſen'd from the ſhore, 
Triumphantly the navies ride along. 


Eacu foreign land they viſit, whether placed 
Beneath the riſing or the ſetting ſun, 01.7 
Wichin the glowing tropics, or beyond 
The polar circles, Some enraged to pour 
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Britannia's thunder on an hoſtile coaſt. 

With what her meads and bleating hills afford 

To traffic {ome for ſpicy drugs; and ſome 

To ſweep the ſwarming produce of the main. 

O, could I follow them, and from mid air 

Obſerve the ſeaſon in remoteſt climes ! 

Ye powers, who drive the ſolemn groaning winds 

In mingled tempeſt, waft me on your plumes ; 

With ſpeed impetuous waft me, and o'erſhoot 

Yon veſſel bearing northward! While I ſpeak, 

Aſtoniſhment and wonder! from my feet 

Earth ſinks away, and, left without ſupport, 

I move at pleaſure thro' the boundleſs void. 

Beneath me, ſtretching far and wide, I ſee 

The vaſt terrene, and, ſtretchin g far and wide, 

I ſee the lab'ring ocean. Gay at firſt 

The proſpect ſmiles, but by degrees aſſumes 

A ſadder face. Incult and rugged frown 

Thy mountains, dreary Orca! Shetland next, 

And lonely Farro, on the rollin g ſurge 

Float dim-diſcover'd. Norway, on my right, 

Indents the main; before a ruſhing bay 
Receding now, and now, with broken ſhore, 

Amid the raging boſom of the deep 

| | Projecting. 
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projecting. High above, intent to ſeize 

The feathery tribes while brooding o'er their young, 

The bird-man to the looſe disjointed crag 17 #0) 

Clings, dreadful fight! Below, in gloomy ſhade, 
Shan {till repuls'd returning ſtill, the waves 

And ſtubborn flint an hoarſe diſpute maintain. 

More diſmal yet the coaſt of Lapland ſeems. 

What all-abſorbing eddies, boiling round 

The cheerleſs iſles that ſkirt the Northern Cape, 

Tremendous thunder ! Hapleſs bark, adieu! 

That, tempeſt- beaten, ſtriv'ſt to ſhelter there. 

Expos'd and waſte, the continent within 

Preſents a ſcene of horror ; naught but heath, 

A gen'ral blank where Deſglation reigns ; 

Profound moraſles ; thinly clad with leaves, 

Foreſts of birch ; and fractur'd piles of rock, 

Heap'd hideous on each other to the {kies, 

From whoſe wide-rifted caverns ſally forth, 

With doleful howl, the Spirits of the Wind. 

No fountain fringed with myrtle, o'er the vale 

Meand'ring, to the love-fick ſhepherd's plaint 

Its plaint unites ; but ſnow-fed cataratts, 

From precipices prone deſcending, ſtun 
The deafen'd ear. Along enamel'd meads hien 
2 N | No 
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No flocks or cattle ſtray ; the deer alone 
Brouze on the taſteleſs moſs and wither'd fern. 
The vernal Graces never yet were ſeen 
In theſe ungenial deſerts. Mixt of froſt, 
Of ſavage blaſts and driving ſnows, the night, 
The long, dark night of Winter once expir'd, 
No gentle medium known, from cold to heat 
The change 1s inſtant, As the talleſt trees 
Here dwindle into flender, blighted ſhrubs, 
The dwarfiſh natives never reach the growth 
Attain'd by beings of an happier clime. 
Loſt to each nobler paſſion, and the charms. 
Of active fancy, all they boaſt of life 
Is mere ſenſation. To the feſtive joys 

Of dance, or ſong, or laughter, quite eſtranged; 
The brumal months they ſluggiſh pine away 
In wretched huts. There, ſmoke-involv'd, the flames. 
That weeping twigs of juniper afford, 
Suffice, and only juſt ſuffice, to keep 
Their loir'ring blood from freezing, Now, indeed, 
The ſeaſon o'er theſe men of mis'ry ſeems 
To ſhed a ſhort-lived dawn of pleaſure ; now, 
To liberty and cheerful face of day EP) 
Again reſtor'd, with unabating toil. 

They 
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They ſhake the drowſy torpor from their limbs. 
Wide roaming thro' inhoſpitable lands, 

O'er hill and dale they urge the rapid chace, 
Or drain the heaving Ocean of his try. 


STILL farther northward, round the barren ſhore 
Of Greenland, white with everlaſting ſnow, 
Earth's utmoſt bound'ry, where the pallid Sun, 
Along th' horizon wheeling, comprehends 
Nigh half the year in one amazing day, 
Horrid beyond deſcription, o'er the deep 
Huge heaps of ice, th' accumulated ſtore 
Of ages, heave their ſhapeleſs ruins high. 
Conſolidated lately by the rage 
Of mighty Winter's adamantine froſt, 
All fram'd one gen'ral ſurface. Now, in part 
Relenting to the mellow breath of Spring, 
They float disjoin'd ; and, when the winds in ſtorm 
Uproll the madd'ning billows, .dreadful ſhock ! 
Iſle burſts on iſle, on mountain mountain drives dc, 
Confounded, thro” his vaſt unfathom'd caves 
And innermoſt receſſes, Ocean boils, 
And tenfold thunders echo to the pole. 


THRO' 


Book I, THE BEAUTIES OF SPRING. 33 


 Tyro' theſe forlorn, inhoſpitable ſeas, 
| Secure of danger who can guide the prow ? 
Yet many brave the danger, to aſſault 
Leviathan, of all that cut the waves 

The hugeſt monſter. Day ſucceeding day, 

The ſailors o'er the wat'ry waſte extend 
A watchful eye, nor o'er the wat'ry waſte 
Extend a watchful eye in vain. At length, 
High as the rainbow ſpouted, yonder ſtream 
Informs them where the living mountain breathes, 
Immediate, loſt to every dread, the crew 
In boats advance; but, of the coming war 
Regardleſs, on he wallows till the ſteel 
Impatient whizzes from the ſpearman's arm. 
Deep ſtruck, with what an headlong plunge he ſeek3 
The lower realms of Ocean! Ocean roars 
Wide foaming, as if Hecla, by the force 
Of ſtruggling winds and cloſe-impriſon'd flame, 
Convulſive, from its ſhatter'd baſe were torn ; 
And, horrible! with all its loads of crag, 

Prone tumbled to his bottom. Rais'd again 
| For draught of air, he, pierced again, deſcends, 
Till high beyond the diſlipated clouds 
He pours a flood of gore, th' enſanguin'd brine 
F Indignant 
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Indignant laſhes, and the craſhing ice 

To ſhivers breaks. At laſt, with loſs of blood 
Exhauſted, gaſping, on his back he turns, 
When all uniting drag th' unwieldy prize, 
With deafening acclamations, to the ſhore. 


Or this too much; my purpos'd theme demands 
A ſofter ſtrain. Deſcriptions harſh and rude 
Ill ſuit the mildneſs of the vernal year. 
Turn then, my Muſe, and, hence above the clouds 
Uplifted ſudden, all thy former courſe 
Repaſs. Morocco, and the bliſsful iſles 
Of Heſper ; northward vault, and hovering high 
Amid the blazing radiance of the Line, 
See nobler climates, where eternal Spring 


Unites her bloom with Summer's ardent heat, 


And Autumn's prodigality of ſtores. 
One look ſuflices not; as different ſoils 
With different riches teem, this ſpacious globe 
Along th' Equator circle, and with eye 
Attentive mark the produce of them all. 
Obedient, while yon veſlel, for the coaſt 
Of India deſtin'd, labours, day and night, 
Toward the bleak Cape, againſt oppoſing winds, | 
8 8 She 
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She cuts the paſſage ſhort by many a league, 

Swift ſoaring, Benin, o'er thy fertile vales, 

O'er Mujak's palms, o'er Xthiopian woods, 

Whoſe midnight depths were never once explor'd 
By human ſearch ; o'er tracts of glowing ſand, 
And mountains which attempt to reach. the Moon, 
To Adel's level regions. There the breeze 


From Araby the Happy wraps her limbs 
In ſpoils of nard and caſſia; there allays 
With cooling fan the fervour of her heart, 


And ſends her all-enliven'd to purſue 

Her airy voyage, thro' the midway ſky, 

O'er Ocean and o'er Earth; till Gate his ridge 
Of precipices underneath her heave. 

Once more ſhe lights, and, ſhaded by the boughs 
Of cocoa or palmettoes, from the height 

At leiſure throws her wond'ring eyes around, 
Romantic proſpects burſting on each fide. 

Here, ſpreading toward the Zephyrs, Malabar ; 
There, fronting on the crimſon bluſh of morn, 
Cor'mandel. Next, with rapid wing ſhe ſweeps 
O'er Ceylon's ſoft, inclining hillocks, crown'd 
With fragrant trees of cinnamon. O'er-run 
With many an undulating ſea of rice, 


F 2 r 


36 THE BEAUTIES OF SPRING. 


And woods of hotteſt ſpices, now appears 
Sumatra ; now Macaſſar. Here inclos'd 
On every hand by larger iſlands, ſmile 
The Bandas, fill'd with aromatic groves : 
Amboyna there upriſes gay to view : 

There Motyr ſhews her verdant cone, and there 
Luxuriant Ternate's flowery wilds aſcend. 
O bliſsful gardens ! O refreſhing ſhades ! 
Delightful interchange of hill and dale! 

In you, regardleſs of the reſt of earth, 
Indulgent Nature ſhowers with lib'ral hand 
Her richeſt gifts; in you alone the ſpoils 
Of mace plantations ſcent the gale ; alone, 
Beneath a breathing wilderneſs of cloves, 


In you mankind are ſhelter'd from the Sun. 
At diſtance there, Luconia, cover'd deep 


With cumb'rous plantain foreſts, ſeems the haunt 


Of fairy ſpirits. Farther eaſtward, ſee 

How Tinian laughs among her ſiſter iſles ! 
Inchanting ſpot ! permit me to repoſe 

Beneath thy moſs-lined grottos ; let me trace 
Thy blooming thickets, and enraptur'd view 
The feathery nations ſkim thy dimpled pools, 
And herds, ſlow-pacing, o'er thy meadows ſtray. 


Book l. 
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Ar length, the broad Pacific Ocean croſt, 
By other ſkies embraced, another world 
Preſents a proſpect, where at once unite 
The fair, the grand, and awfully ſublime: 
Immenſe ſavannahs overſpread with flowers 
And all the wealth of vegetation: Woods, 
In leafy pomp aſtoniſhingly gay ; 
Where, bright with gloſly plumes, th' atrial race, 


In countleſs myriads, hop from bough to bough: 


Prodigious rivers, roll'd thro? Firma's vales: 
The Oronoque ; the Plate, tranſparent flood, 
Profoundly deep, extravagantly wide ; 

And Amazon, which, pouring from Peru 

A dreadful deluge to th' Atlantic main, 
Repaſles half the Sun's diurnal round: 

Vaſt mountains, whoſe exalted heights enjoy 
The pureſt ſkies, and, looking down, behold 
A duſky atmoſphere of clouds involve 

Their middle regions, Here, to heaven aſcends 
Pachincha : There, ſtupendous heap of rocks, 
Enormous Cotapaxi. Over each 

The univerſal Power of Nature reigns ; 

Plays on the ſmooth ſavannah ; in the wood 
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Re poſes; unreſiſting down the ſtream 
Slides; and, upon the mountain's cliff, inhales 
The cool, reviving freſhneſs of the gale. 


Ca all divine Apollo's art deſcribe 
The great or ſmall Antilles, ſcatter'd thick 
The Caribbees, or thoſe delightful ifles 
That riſe amid the hoarſe Lucayan Sea? 
Plains, white with maze, where Amalthea ſleeps 
In unmoleſted quiet round the year: 
Vales, where, o'erſhadow'd by the mingling boughs 
Of breathing citrons, guavas pale or red, 
Tam'rinds and broad pomegranates, with his bride 
Vertumnus ſports in every form but thine, 
Decrepit Winter: Summits, from whoſe brows 
Soft trickling currents warble, or deſcend 
From cliff to cliff, in long ſonorous falls, 
'Mong cedar, maſtic, or pimento groves: 
While, o'er the pointed rocks and bottom dells, 
Cruſh'd as we tread, in vaſt profuſion creeps 
The humbler race of fruitage, intermixt 
With dropping gums and odorif'rous ſhrubs ; 
The gourd, delicious melon, and, beyond 


Whate'er. 
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Whate'er the wiſh of luxury can frame, 
Anana; balm and caſſia ſpreading wide 
A fragrant ſmell, and nectar-weeping reeds. 


In vain the Muſe endeavours to deſcry 
The ancient race of habitants ; in vain 
Thro' ſecret grotto, lawn, or thicket, ſtrays 
With careful circumſpection. None appears, 
No veſtige of the harmleſs tribes, who once, 
Begirt with cincture of reſplendent plumes, 
In ſearch of food by day the foreſt ranged; 
By night ſecurely {lumber'd on the lap 
Of earth, their mother; ſlumber'd, nor in dreams 
Foreſaw the pcriod of their bliſs approach. 
No viſion painted to their guiltleſs minds, 
What cruelty, and fatal luſt of gain, 
In baſe remorſeleſs ſpirits could perform. 
They little thought what horrors were at hand, 
What racks and carnage, diſmal to relate! 
They little fancy'd, when their native home 
Was ſeiz'd and ravaged, they ſhould bleed in crowds, 
To furniſh mirth for Geryon's brutal ſons, 


To man, how ſmall a portion of the globe 


Of old was known! Had former poets ſeen 
Theſe 
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Theſe ſoft reſemblances of-Eden, theſe 
Sequeſter'd ſeats of ſweet repoſe and joy, 
They ne'er had ſung, as faireſt parts of earth, 
Theſſalian Tempe, or the Attic vales: 
Cyllene ne*er had been the Nymph's abode, 
Nor Meœnalus the reſidence of Pan. 


Wru1tsT hapleſs Albion, with internal feuds 
Diſtracted, turns her weapons on herſelf; 
While fouleſt vices triumph thro' her land, 

And Nemeſis, avenging goddeſs, threats 

Her inſtant ruin; ſay, what friend of peace, 
What friend of peace and true philoſophy, 

His native plains forſaken, with a few 

Select companions would not wiſh to paſs, 
Tranquil and calm, the evening of his days 

1n theſe unrival'd ſolitudes? Tf ſuch 

May ſtill be found in this degen'rate age, * 
To you I raiſe my voice, alone to you, 

Exalted ſouls! whoſe ſympathetic hearts 

Rejoice with others, and with others grieve 
Who with the warmth of pure devotion glow, 
And burn with thirſt of knowledge. Freed alike 
From dread of tyranny and civil jars, 


From 
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From all infection of the tainted crowd, 

And each incentive to a vicious act, 

How ſmoothly down the ſtream of quiet life 

In theſe unfading valleys might we glide ! 

On Nature, and on Nature's God; ſhould turn 

Our converſation ; on the graceful form 

Of all-harmonious Nature; on the power, 

The wiſdom, and beneficence of God. 

Say, where ſo fit, as in theſe lone retreats, 

To learn the ſecret ſprings by which he works- 

In every element; the pond'rous earth, 

The rolling ocean, air, and ſubtile flame? 

Say, where ſo fit, as in theſe lone retreats, 

To raiſe the ſoul on pious thoughts to Heaven; 
Or, by the aid of viſionary dreams, 

Communion with the world of ſpirits hold? 
Amuſement or inſtruction every hour 

Should conſtant bring us. From his noon-tide throne, 
When the Sun glows oppreſſive, in the cool, 
Beneath the ſhelt'ring umbrage of the wood, 

On moſly bed, we might recline, and pluck 

What bluſhing fruitage from the burthen'd twigs 
Within the reach of an extended arm 

Invites us; and, our appetites appeas'd, 
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4: 
Beguile the time, in telling how a ſmall 

And ſhapeleſs embryo, wrapt in purple folds, 

A form ſo fair aſſumes, and ſwells ſo large 

With laviſh juice. At riſe and fall of day, 
Beſpread with dews, the plain would tempt us forth 
'To roam among its verdure. Then a walk, 

To draw the freſhneſs of the ſcented air, 

Could ne'er diſpleaſe us; every flower that blows 
Would ope a ſcene of beauty. What delight, 

To mark, how, ſtraying o'er their tender leaves, 
With magic ſoftneſs, adverſe colours blend ! 
Nor would we mark alone, but learn the cauſe 
Why Europe's proudeſt gardens cannot match 
The children of theſe unfrequented wilds. 

Along the river's margin ſhould we range, 

Or bathe our fervid bodies in its waves, 

We would not to the golden ſand deny 
A flight regard. Nor ſhould our motive here 
Reſemble thoſe, Iberia, which induced 
The roving ſpirit of thy ſons to tread 

Theſe gay, romantic deſerts, To acquire 

An ampler knowledge, and a livelier ſen ſe 

Of that all-ruling Providence, who dooms 

The ſelf-ſame things a bleſſing or a curſe, 
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As mortals deign to uſe them, ſhould be ours. 
Sometimes the ſparkling diamond's wat'ry light ; 
Shaming the verdure of the cleareſt ſtream, 

The deep-green emerald ; amethyſt diſtain'd 
With all the bluſhes of a morning cloud; 

Or flame-bright topaz, might our thoughts employ ; 
Our thoughts, intent on learning how they gain 
Their glories from the Sun's creative ray. 

By meditating on each object thus, 


And cultivating friendſhip 'mong ourſelves, 
Our ſouls would gather vigour, would exalt 
Their low conceptions, and at once become, 
O bleſt condition! truly wiſe and good. 


A LIFE of perfect happineſs, if man 

On earth a life of happineſs could lead. 
But, ah! we ne'er muſt realize the ſcheme, 
Not recompens'd by all the ſpicy wealth 
Of either Ind, nor all Pomona's ſtore, 
Nor all the radiant treaſures of the mine. 
A thouſand waſteful demons, never felt 
In Europe, raging thro' the torrid zone, 

. Give all our fairy projects to the wind. 

Full twice three months, each ſlow revolving year, 
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In univerſal ruin ruſhing down, 


DD OO c 22:24 m — : 9 — Je 


44 THE BEAUTIES OF SPRING. 


Wich fierceſt heat, the ſuffocating air 
Glows. Not a drop deſcends. No cloud 


Its friendly ſhadow interpoſes. Dry 
The river leaves its channel. Scarce the hills 


In vaſt combuſtion blaze not to the ſkies, 


Volcano like. Before the rage of noon, 
When all the fiery cope of ether ſeems 
One dazzling furnace, us'd to milder climes, 


The optic nerves refuſe the light; the ear 


Foregoes its oflice; ſoftly ebbs the blood 


To life's laſt verge, or hurries thro' the veins 
Impetuous, with a fever's torrent force. 
Tho' long the ground in fiſſures gaſping pines 


With ſultry drought, the ſhowery ſeaſon brings 
A worſe extreme. While lightnings glance around, 


And rolling thunders fill the heart with awe, 
Their whole collected load the blacken'd ſkies 
Precipitate in heavy ſheets of rain. 

Still over-head the vapours cloſer crowd. 


The blaze remits not; thro' th' illumin't gloom < 
Each moment flaſhing. Cruſh'd in hoarſer peals 


The rumble ſtuns. As if the ſolid frame 


Of Heaven itſelf were melted; and ro earth 1. 
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The ſounding waters unabated pour 

Deluge on deluge. Flooded, all the plains 

One boundleſs ocean ſeem. On pillar'd domes, 
And talleſt trees, the natives hardly 'ſcape 


The gen'ral inundation, which, at laſt 

Subſiding, ſtagnates in unwholeſome pools, 

Whoſe drowſy Naiads, from the Sun's embrace, 

Conceive a ſwarm of peſtilential ſiends. 

But what are they, when, worſt of monſters, Plague, 

By fate in wrath commiſſion'd, here upheaves 

Her horrid head? With huge gigantic ftride 

O'er proſtrate realms ſhe tramples; all the fields 
With ſcatter'd dead beſtrewing, and the towns 

With heaps of putrid carcaſſes. Replete : 

With juices baneful to the touch or ſmell, 

Here vegetables taint the vital air, 

And, when they bloom, unhappy thouſands die. 

Here, too, the howlings of the ſavage race, 

Inflam'd with luſt of ſlaughter, every night 

Awake the foreſt echo. Here, beyond 

All thought enormous, in the mid-day blaze 

The ſerpent revels; ſudden now diffus'd 

In full dimenſion, now as ſudden wrapt _ 

In twiſted wreaths, with ſhudd'ring horror ſeen, 
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Along the river's ſedgy bank, his length 

The alligator, cas'd in temper'd mail, | | 
Unmeaſur'd ſtretches: Lo! expanding wide 
His hideous jaws, with what a dreadful bound 
To ſeize his unſuſpecting prey he ſprings ! 

Of ſmaller reptiles multitudes beſide, 
Diſguſtful to the loathing eyes, and high 

With eſſence of corroſive venom ſwell'd, 
Beneath the brake, as if in act to ſting, 

Lurk cloſely couching. Ah! among the ſhrubs 
With inconſid'rate hurry never ruſh ; 
Immediate death an heedleſs ſtep attends. 


Hair, Queen of iſtes! BRITANNIA ſafe from theſe, 
From all extremities of drought or rain, 
From all the ſeeds of peſtilence, and all 
The unrelenting prowlers of the wood. 
Hail, Queen of iſles, BxiTanx1a! of thyſelf 
With plenty ſtor'd, and from remoteſt lands 
With every coſtly elegance of life | 
Supplied by commerce. Tho' among thy ſons 
The power of depravation, day by day, 
Extend her influence wider, till the thirſt 
Of honeſt fame, the patriotic ſoul, 
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The great attempt, the love of humankind, 
The gen'rous deed, and feeling heart are thine. 
Tho' ſavage Winter ſtrew thy ſields each year 
With wither'd leaves, prevail not in their turns 
The gentle-minded ſeaſons? Now, even now, 
Spring all- indulgent gives the ſkies to ſhine, 
The breeze to ruſtle, and the grove to bloom. 
Then let us, loſt to all the brawling noiſe 

Of thoſe who toil for ſovereignty or wealth, 


While Spring indulgent gives the ſkies to ſhine, 
The breeze to ruſtle, and the grove to bloom, 
Enjoy the pleaſures of our native ſhades ; 

Nor ſeek that happineſs in foreign climes, 
Which Heaven as yet denies us not at home. 


END OF THE FIRST BOOK, 
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FEE glories of a gentle-beaming day: 
Ere yet to bright-hair'd Summer Spring reſigns 

Her crown of roſes, claim a ſecond ſtrain, 
I no Pierian maid invoke : be thou, 
Sweet Spring! at once my ſubject and my muſe, 
If thou but ſoftly breathe in whiſp'ring airs, 
Refreſhing odours, and enlivening gleams, 
Thy inſpiration thro' my boſom, I 
Will cheerful with the bird of morning riſe, 
And to his muſic join my ſimple reed. 


Lo, in the fartheſt chambers of the eaſt; 
At early hour, between the ſev'ring clouds 
H 2 
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Whoſe ſkirts reflect the luſtre of her cheek, 
Half-ſeen, Aurora bluſſies. Meanwhile, Night 
Commands her duſky. ſhadows to withdraw : 
On every hand her. ſhadows, one by one, 
Withdrawing gradual, give the dawn to ſhine: 


In many a ſtreak. of. crimſon o er the ſky. 


Naught that can charm the raviſh'd ſenſes now- 
Is wanting, Active Zephyr wakes inform'd 
With each delicious ſmell, ,and o'er the face 


Plays frolicſome. The trembling leaves beſpread: 
With honey-dew, retentive ſweet, in which. 


Innum'rous myriads of the inſect race a 
Convolving beat their ſilken wings in vain; 
Whene*er he moves foretel his near approach, 
With ſportive-motion and a buſy ſound: 5 
Here, in the meadow, wet, as into tears 

Of joy diſſolv'd, with pure effulgent gold 

The king cup glows; and there, as {till aſleep. 
The daiſy, with its ſpotleſs foliage, cloſe - 
Infolds the yellow honours of its head: 

Here, butterflies the unreſiſting air 

Soft winnow with their party-colour'd fans; 
Along the hedges there, with droning noiſe, 
The wild bee hums; while, ſtep by ſtep, the herd 


.< 
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Among the dew-beſprinkled verdure rove ay 
Behind, diſtinguiſh'd by a deeper green; 

In all directions, ſtraight or winding, thwart: 
Or parallel, their various tracts extend. 

Yon ſpot, where, preſſ'd to earth and matted, lies 
The herbage, lately to the ſleeping ox 

A downy couch afforded. By his bulk 
Cruſh'd, how the blue-bell'all along reclines, 
And dying cowllips breathe their ſouls away! 
In ſprightly warblings, to the lark and thruſh,. 
Who long ago their matin hymns began; 

From many a tuneful cho'riſter aſcends 
Reſponſive muſic: Louder ſtill it flows; 

And louder, till, as:ſpreads the love of ſong; 
Around and overhead, from every bough, 

The melody in perfect concert flows. 


Morn, while in veſt of brighteſt grain array'd, 
Thro' yonder aſhes, where a vacant ſpace- 
Preſents us with a portion of the ſky, 

Thou ſmil'ſt, and ſeem'ſt exultingly to ſay, 
The glorious orb of light will ſoon ariſe; 
Shall man, to every ſenſe of pleaſure dead, 
In dull oblivion preſs his couch, and loſe 


54 THE BEAUTIES OF SPRING. Book u. 


The mildeſt, ſweeteſt moments of the day ? 
Was he for this with intellect endow'd ? 

For this, with ſoul attun'd to beauty's ſmile ? 
For this, with reaſon? (Rouſe, ye drowſy tribes, 
Invert no more the law of Nature; rouſe, 

To all this waſte of muſic be not deaf, 

Nor blind to all theſe fair enamel'd ſcenes; 
Revive, and taſte-the freſhneſs of the dawn. 


AwAKEN'D ſoon, the village to the field 
Her ſons commiſſions. There the hand of each 
Employment finds. Perhaps the vagrant herd, 
Impatient of the paſture's narrow bounds, 
With feet unhallow'd trample and profane 
The interdicted meadow. Where the ſteer 
A paſlage forced, the broken fence perhaps 
Demands redreſs. Along the furrow'd land 
Advancing, in a wide extended row, 

Of every age a multitude, from burs 
And ſuffocating thiſtles free the grain. 
This way the farmer to the fallows drives 


His teem in clatt'ring traces. There his pen 
The ſhepherd opens, and permits his flock, 
O'er all the hill, in ſcatter'd groupes, to ſtray. 
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DESCENDING flow; by unobſerv'd degrees, 
The golden radiance of the mountain's ſide 
Gains on the lower valley's ſober brown, 
Till, in the crimſon-tin&tur'd caſt, the Sun 
Hovering, with horizontal ray, illumes 
Th' unbounded face of Nature. From his beams, 
Behind the turret, cavern'd bank, or tree, 
For ſhelter crowd the laſt remains of ſhade. 
Touch'd by the light, a thouſand orient gems, 
Reflecting every hue on every herb, 
Immediate ſparkle, Heaven's exalted arch 
With purer azure ſwells. The thin-ſpread clouds: 
With undulating motion to its verge 
Retreating. Steam'd from river, lake, or fen, 
The vapours vaniſh, while, diftin& and clear, 
The diſtant villas riſe; thro” ſcatter'd trees 
The ruffled waters gleam, and, where the ſky 
Low bends to earth, the limitary hedge 
Extends a length of ſhaggy fringe; o'er which 
The fane in ſpiry majeſty aſcends. 


Now 1s the hour, before the warmer day 
Cloſe duſky on the proſpect, from the height 
Of ſome atrial eminence to ſee 
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Th' adjacent country many a league around 
Subjected. O'er-Carnarvon's hills, the peak 
Of Snowdon no inglorious view affords. 

In Caledonia, placed on Binmore's ſteep, 

The ſwain, acroſs the Hebrides, deſcries 
Remoteſt Kilda and Ierne's ſhore. 

Nor offers Cumbrian Skiddow to the ſight 

A meaner ſcene; nor huge Helvellyn's brow, 
Above his rugged brothers of the wild 
Terrific frowning. Who can tell the piles 
Of more than Gothic ruin thence beheld? 
Who ſing the vales of arable or mead, 
Delightful contraſt ! winding deep between 
The mountains ? Who deſcribe the lakes inclos'd 
In reſervoirs of everlaſting rock ? 

Who count the brooks and cataracts, or who 
The thickets o'er the precipices hung? 


Bur theſe are too confin'd. I wiſh to crowd 
Whole empires into one ſtupendous view. 
O, bear me then, before the rapid Sun 
Attain the higher region of the ſky, 
To Etna's ſummit! There, in middle ſpace, | 
*T'wixt earth and heaven, o'er half the globe mine eyes 
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Uncircumſcrib'd may ſtray. My ſenſes fail, 
Aſtoniſh'd and confounded at a ſcene 
By none tranſcended underneath the moon. 
All Sicily around the mountain's baſe 
Contracted lies. Divided by a wood, 
A plain of vineyard, or a range of hills, 
Appear her num'rous cities. On their walls, 
How bright the ſplendour of the morning beam 
Catona, beaten by the rolling ſurge, 
Agyrium and Erbeſſus, happy ſite ! 
With Syracuſa, fam'd in ancient lore. 
On this fide, winding cloſe below me, ſee 
Symzthus, o'er a ſtony channel flows; 
On that, by ſtraining viſion ſcarce diſcern'd, 
His fancy'd offspring Acis. Here their ſtreams 
Anapis and his Cyane unite; 
While Arethuſa joins the river god 
Of Elis, there, as fabling poets tell. 
Here Hybla's ſloping eminences riſe, 
geneath a waſte of aromatics hid. | 
Bleſt haunt of bees! excurſive beyond ſenſe, 
Imagination liſtens to their hum. | 
Along the bank of Pergus, yet by ſwans 
Frequented, there delicious Enna ſpreads 
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Her flowery meadows. Matchleſs ſpot ! in thee 

Revives the richly variegated bloom 

Of Paradiſe. But who can, in a view 

Thus boundleſs in circumference, deſcribe 

Each ſeparate object? Northward, I behold 

Th' Zolian iſlands o'er the Tuſcan ſeas 

In wild diſorder floating. There, thy hills, 
Calabria, riſing in ſucceſſive train, 

Heſperia's inmoſt boſom ſeem to ſeek; 

The broken ſhore of Lybia yonder frowns, 

Confus'd and dim ; while ſouthward, where the ſky 

Unites with ocean, like a gath'ring miſt, 

Illimitable diſtance! Malta hangs. 


No longer, Muſe, without reſtriction rove ! 
The morn declines, and thou, no ſolemn ſtrain 
Of gratitude, as yet, haſt rais'd to Him 
Whoſe majeſty in every paſſing cloud 
Diſtin& appears; whoſe vivitying power 
In every gleam is felt; whoſe breath inſpires 


With fragrance every bloſſom ; and whoſe voice 
Is heard to whiſper mild in every breeze. 
The mountains, and the verdure-teeming hills, 
In many a cheerful echo ring his praiſe. 


Its 


— —— — — Ro pr pare rap nr . -w SYS 2 — e . ] i 5 —  R_—_— —— 


Book II, THE BEAUTIES OF SPRING, 


Its boughs the waving foreſt ſlowly bends 
In adoration. Lately, in the mead, 
Their choiceſt incenſe all the flowery tribes 
Involv'd amid the vapours of the brook ; 


While chirping birds, and bleating flocks, with ſong 


Accompanied the ſacrifice to Heaven. 
The beaſts aloud their pious joy reſound; 
The dead creation worſhips; and ſhall man, 
With beauty, harmony, and love diſpleas'd, 
Refuſe to join the univerſal hymn ? 


NE'ER, while my panting boſom glows with life, 


Or morn or evening, may I Thee forget, 
Almighty Father! may I ne'er neglect 

To tune my nobleſt verſes to Thy praiſe ; 
Ne'er ceaſe to follow virtue, and improve 


Each fleeting moment to the wiſeſt ends! 


Mv oriſons devoutly breath'd to Heaven, 


Before th' increaſing heat or riſing gale 

Have wholly dried the pearly drops away, 

With deepeſt ſenſe of gratitude impreſs'd, 

Forth let me haſte, and with a walk amuſe 

My leiſure hours, Of two delightful paths 
I 2 | 
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Oft with my ſteps imprinted, which to chuſe 
I heſitate, uncertain, Downward, this 
Directs me to the bottom of the dale; 
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That, ftretch'd thro? rougheſt woodlands, upward leads 


To where the heath, with ſupercilious pride. 
The plain o'erlooks. Along the ſide of each 
A riv' let murmurs. In the firſt, my limbs, 
Tho? able down the ſlope to paſs with caſe, 
May deem the toil of re-aſcending hard; 
While, if exhauſted with the latter's height, 
Refreſhment in returning they may find. 
Permit me, then, the latter to purſue, 

Nor think I walk in ſolitude, Each tree 
Preſents an old acquaintance, and each buſh 
A friend, whoſe bounty often hath regal'd | 
My raviſh'd ſenſes with a rich perfume. 
The ſame few objects long remain. I meet 


With ſomething new each moment. Lo! this oak 


Supports a woodbine unobſerv'd before. 

An infant ivy round another twines. 

That buſh, with thorn impervious to the hand, 
A linnet's neſt hath in its boſom gain'd. 

And hark! yon excavated trunk reſounds 
With hum of bees, a colony till now 


Unnoticed 
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Unnoticed there. But pleaſure every change 
Beſtows not. Who, with grief unmov'd, can ſee 
What ravages the cruel herds have made 
Among the lower boughs of yonder aſh? 

Not diſtant far, another ſtands depriv'd 

Of all its ſpreading honours, by the hand » 
Of ſome unfeeling woodman. There his ax, 
Reſiſtleſs weapon, to the ground hath hewn 
The venerable monarch of rhe grove. 

Adieu, my ancient guardian! It imparts 

A melancholy joy to recollect 

How oft, beneath thy hoſpitable ſhade; 

E thoughtleſs wont to loiter; from the world, 
And all the cares of buſy life, abſolv'd. 

Thy fall, not I alone regret: thy fall, 

In long protracted lamenrable ſtrain, 

The flock-dove mourns ; while of their favourite tree 
Bereft, the jay and cuckoo, chatt'ring loud, 
Arraign the author of thine-overthrow.. 
Onward, the road continues {till to wind, 

And I, within. the limits of its track, 

My ſteps confine. A ſmooth incloſure now 

I FE meaſure o'er, and now remove aſide 

The rambling ſhoots of bramble that oppoſe 


62 THE BEAUTIES OF SPRING. Book II. 


My paſlage thro' a thicket. Here, a fold, 

And there, a ſhed for cattle, ſtrikes mine eye. 
Before me often ſhoots a timid hare; 

Nor ſtart I ſeldom at the whirring flight 

Of partridge, on her brittle ſtore ſurpris'd. 
Meantime, on this ſide, high above me, ſwells 
A rugged mountain, overgrown with wood; 

The riv'let, on the other, brawls along. 

Now, down a fair declivity of ſand, 

It babbles cheerful ; now it foams o'er rocks, 
Fretful and diſcontented. Deep conceal'd, 
Beneath incumbent willows, and the boughs 

Of hazel, darkling there its current flows; 

And yonder, 1n a pure tranſlucent pool, 
Diffuſive ſpreads, as of the level ſpot _ 
Enamour'd. Nigh the bank, with whiſp'ring ſound, 
Soft ſigh the reeds; and ſmiling, half immers'd, 
The water-lily, all ſubmiſſion, turns 

Her ſpotleſs boſom, as the gale directs. 


Axp, lo! ere Day hath finiſh'd half his reign, 
A ſudden gale ariſing ; in the ſouth | 
Miſhapen clouds, before his breath impell'd, 
Confus'dly gather. On apace they come, 
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An hazy train. Already, more than half 
Of Heaven's exalted canopy hath loſt 
Its azure glories. Scarce the Sun himſelf 
Can thro' the fleecy curtain force a ſmile; 
At firſt, indeed, he ſmiles with ſoften'd ray, 
But long his orb I ſee not. As the gloom 
Shuts deeper round, he wholly from the view 
Withdraws his broaden'd viſage, and permits. 
A gen'ral ſhade to darken all the ſky, 
Nor from th' appearance of the ſky alone 
Forebode I ſhowers. The preſages of rain 
Are without number. In the dimpled pool 
The halcyon lightly flitting dips her plumes ;. 


Along its ſurface there, with level wing, 

Rapid the ſwallow ſweeps, her mate behind 

In wanton chace purſuing ; and the rook, 
With hoarſer throat, from yonder grove of fir 
Inceſſant caws. At diſtance on the hill, 

The liquid treaſures now deſcend,. and now 

Around me gently drizzle. By degrees, 

The clouds become more laviſh of their ſtore; 

It patters loud and frequent.. O'er the pool 

A thouſand wav'ring circles ſpread at once; 

And, while a ruftling murmur fills the wood, 


On. 
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On every leaf conglobing, drop by drop, 
Slowly the moiſture falls; but when a tree 
Its boughs before my way extends, and I 
Incautious ruſh againſt them, o'er me {trait 
The gather'd water in a deluge pours. 


Hair, freſhening drops! without your balm, how ſoon 
The painted foliage of the Spring would. fade, 
And gayeſt ſcenes to dreary deſerts turn! 

Your nouriſhment the vegetable tribes, 

At every pore imbibing, larger ſwell, 

Diffuſe their choiceit fragrance, and unfold, 
Far as the ſight can wander o'er the dale, 

A green of deeper ſhade. The mellow air 

A gen'ral tranſport thro' the living world 
Infuſing, birds and beaſts give every ſign 

Of joy expreſſive. Say, what part of earth, 
With cheerful woodland mulic, bleat of flocks, 
Or low of cattle, rings not ? Man, too, feels 
The univerſal rapture, and the muſe, 
Inhaling life, attempts to raiſe her ſong. _— 


YET who, unmov'd with pity, can behold 
The weeping hawthorn ſcatter o'er the ground 
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Its pure unſullied bloom; the tender ſhoots 
Of elder drop, unable to ſupport 

Their flowery burthen; or the embryon hip 
Of many, rang'd in faireſt order, ſcarce 

A batter'd ſolitary leaf retain. 


Tur ſhower abates not, Let me then withdraw, 

As all abode of man is far remote, | 
Beneath the inmoſt ſhelter of the wood; 
Exclude not, Dryads ! from your hallow'd havate 
My guöltleſs feet. How ſacred all appears 
How gloomingly ſequeſter d! Loſt in thought, 
As accident directs my ſteps, I range 
Thro' many a ſtately portico of trees, 
Whoſe branches, with each other overhead! | 
Intwining, juſt admit a doubtful: day. 
Still cloſer grows th* embowering covert, ſtill 

Of larger bulk the ſylvan columns riſe, 
Columns by Nature's 8 hand 
Erected in the infancy of time. 
Seldom to plaintive bleat of 3 be 
And ſtill more ſeldom to the diſtant voice 
Of ſhepherd, or the voice of ſhepherd's dog. 
Awaken'd ſilence ſtartles. Wide around 11 

K | The 
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The dread ſolemnity of midnight reigns. 


Of other worlds? Approach I near that vale; 
That Indian vale of paradiſe, beyond 


vet ſee no limits? Sure, angelic forms, 

And genii of the elements, are here! 

Say, what their office: acts of love to man. 110 930 
Of wiſdom thro? th' alluring paths of truth? 


I hear their heavenly muſic. Hark, the'found 


Rings awful and ſublime! Amaz'd I ſtand; 
Quick beats my boſom, and along my ner. nn 


Ar length the dream aindhes nn J 
Serene, as what celeſtial minds enjoy, YIQSTNE Of 


What thus, I aſk, with verdure dyes che plain, 


FP 5 * 
* .# 


Where ends th' inchantment? Am T on the verge 701 


The weſtern hills, or can I yet proceed ?-- 0 


Devotion raiſed to extacy; or fearcty <3! 210100 2512 6 


Stupendous ! thro' the viſionary gloomm 91708 


A pleaſing horror thrills, till every ſenſe 
In trance enthufiaſtie melts ure Arno tl avrong 15 


My ſpirits ſettle. To myſelf return d. 
I deep in ſerious meditation fink; kk 
And try to trace the origin of things. 
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Above the bounded reach of human fkill! 
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. And crowns. the foreſt with, a laviſh waſte 

Of foliage? *Tis, replied; the tepid air, |, | 
And theſe delicious clouds that now in rain 
Their bounty ſhed, But what, with heat thus bland, 
Informs the breath of air, and bids the clouds 
Collect their wat'ry tribute in the ſkies ? 

The breath of air is temper'd by the Sqn, 

And by the Sun the clouds are high exhal'd 

In ſteaming vapours, and nocturnal dews, 
The glorious Sun, who form'd ? O ſay, to whom, 
Great luminary of ſurrounding worlds 

Is thy reſplendence owing? Who inclosd 

So huge a maſs of matter in ehine orb, 
Commanding thee thro' every age to blaze 

With light, L16uT exhauſtleſs? Thus, along a chain 
Of ſecond cauſes, I from link to link 

Riſe in gradation, till I reach that firſt, 

That uncreated Power, who; of himſelf, 

Exiſted from eternity; who ſmil'd, A 

Who only ſmil'd, and Nature into form 
Immediate ſtarted! Who the depth of ſpace 
Pervades uncircumſcrib'd, and ſtill beholds 

Paſt, preſent, and the future, at one view! 


K 2 Bur 


68 THE BEAUTIES' OF SPRING. Book Il. 


Bur here a bold preſumptuous thought Kune 
Low whiſp'ring ! If the Majeſty of Heaven 
Be all- ſufficient, bountiful, and good, . 
Why wrote he not, on Naturé- 8 ample page, 
A perfect tranſcript of his perfect mind: ? 
The | Jarring elements; to fnow,' ro > hail,” 
And reflleſs vice confounds the moral "Warts, Airy 
Why blooms not here, with aromatic ſweets, 
Eternal Spring? Why reigns not Virtue there 
In everlaſting happineſs and peace! 
Stop, impious wretch! nor blame the ways of God! 
This ſeeming diſcord, to the nobleſt ends 


Conduces. Proofs on proofs, reliſtleſs, ſay 
'Tis but in probatory ſtate that now 

Man lives, the ſport of fortune. After death; 
Another ſtrait receives him, where rewards ; 
Proportion'd to his merits are beſtow'd.: 

This truth, once known, enough for me to know; nh 
My ſoul with ardour all ſeraphic burns, ITO 
And vaſt ideas in my breaſt ariſe: _ 1902 5 
Methinks I now attain the height of Heaven, 
Empyrean glories burſting on my fight! 
Now, looking down beneath me far, behold 
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This huge immenſe rotundity of earth 
Among the neighb'ring planetary orbs 
In empty air revolving. Scarcely heard 
The ruſtling hum of mortals, wide diſpers'd 
O'er all its ſurface, as the parting breeze 
Dies on mine car. Deluded beings, deaf 
To reaſon's admonition, blind of choice, 
What means that ceaſeleſs buſtle? What avail 
Thoſe low purſuits, and ill-concerted ſchemes ? 
I now diſcern your madneſs, who, depriv'd 
Of feeling and the ſocial ſpirit, wake 
The fiends of war, and ruſh thro' guiltleſs blood 
For that deception, ſublunary Fame! 
At laſt, I fairly ſee your real gains, 
Who eager graſp at what you fancy wealth. 
I ſee your idle vanity, who ſtrive 
For what the folly of mankind eſteems 
Dominion, ſtate, or office. All your joys, 
Hollow and tranſient, at a view of thoſe 
Reſerv'd in ſtore for Virtue, fade away 
Immediate, as th' illuſions of a dream. 
- 

Orr thus, beneath the covert of a wood, 

In contemplation may I paſs my time. 
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The man who always toils amid the-ſcenes,  /; - 1 | 
Of buſy life, can ne'er exalt his thoughts Ur at wnermh 
Above the vulgar notions of the crowd, | 
Beſides, his taſte for ſocial bliſs declines, 
The warbling fount, the ſolitary, grove, - 
The Muſe's raptures, and the joy that waits. 
On all reſearches into Nature's laws, 
Not only calm the ruder paſſions, raiſe 
The mental powers, and light the kindling Und 
At Virtue's flame, but, at th' appointed hour 
Of blameleſs mirth and chaſte feſtivity, 
Remit you, open-hearted and ſerene. | | 
With reliſh for the converſe of yaur friends; - 
Appris'g of this, the wiſe of former days, 
Philoſophers and ſages; from the world | 
Retreating, ſought the foreſt's dark receſs 


With unmoleſted freedom to enjoy 

Their meditations. Truth, their glorious aim, 

Their glorious aim, tho, ah! too oft purſu'd 

Thro' Error's maze. From each intruding noiſe 

Eſcap'd, in Perſia's unfrequented ſhades | 

The magi, while they watch'd the hallow'd fire 

From day to day unceaſing, gave a loſ e 

To all the luxury of ſtudious thought. ati 
t 9 Amid 
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Amid the woody labytinths of Ind, 

Unſtain'd with ſlaughter, what innoxious lives 
The Brachmans led. To love of knowledge, they 
The love of virtue and devotion join'd. 

Among ſo many thouſands ſhall I name 

The moraliſt of Samos, who abſorpt, 

In filent muſing in the peaceful vale, 

Advis'd mankind, when civil ſtorms aroſe, 

To court the lonely echo? Cloſe immur'd 

In deep ſurrounding foreſts, where they gave 
Religious precepts to a ſavage race, 

Let BRITAIx's hoary Druids ſtill reſound * 

Thy praiſes, Solitude! That calm repoſe 

And inſpiration dwell with thee, they knew; . 
They knew that myſtic dreams and viſions haunt 
The ſecret windings of thy quiet reign: 

They knew, that only thro' thy dim abodes 

The real waters of oblivion flow ; 

And well they knew, that only thoſe who drink, 
Who freely drink, give empty pride to air, 
And blown ambition to the paſſing wind 

That only thoſe who drink, diſdain the j joys 
Which little ſouls, with unremitting heat, 

Thro' life purſue ; that only Thoſe recline 

24 On 
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On Leiſure's lap, forgetful of their cares, 

And (while to whiſp'ring muſic ſunk from far, 
The jarring noiſe of popular reſort 

Soft lulls them, not diſturbs) indulge at large 
Their love of reaſon and philoſophy. 


Pi1Los0PHY, celeſtial goddeſs ! ſhed 
The ſmiling rays of knowledge on my mind, 


And light my daring footſteps to the ſkies. 


Thy vot'ries never ſupplicate in vain. 

The vegetable kingdom thou to ſome 
Diſcover'ſt ; in each plant the Gordian twine 
Of tubes unravel'ſt, and their juices ſhew'ſt, 
Medicinal, or nocent. In the ſcale _ = 
Of ſcience, theſe by thy aſſiſtance riſe, 

And to the world of animals apply. 


A cloſe attention. Thoſe thou giv'ſt to trace 


The various windings of the human heart; 
To learn how prudence ſickens into fear; 

How love, reſigning all its fondneſs, turns 
To jealous rage; and how ambition lurks 


Beneath the ſpecious maſk of public zeal. 


Others, who, of reſtraint j impatient, corn, * u- 
The narrow limits of this globe, thou ae X 
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Sublime to æther. Joyous there they range 


At pleaſure, thro' infinitude of ſpace; 
There glance upon thy wings from world to world, 
Obſerving, with an eye of ſtrict regard, 

Their magnitude and motions. To a few, 

A favour'd few, thou deign'ſt to ſhew a glimpſe 
Of that empyrean Heaven, where, unapproach'd, 
The grand efficient principle of things, 

Deep in the centre of his eſſence reigns ; 

His eſſence thence in ſtreams of love effus'd 

O'er all creation, as the bluſh of light, 

Unbounded o'er this ſyſtem from the Sun, 

His nobleſt image here, below, extcnds. 


Bur let not me be always deep immers'd 
In thought abſtract, nor always hold diſcourſe 
With Lockx or NewTon. Nature oft demands 
Refreſhment, which not lethargy of ſoul | 
Nor ſleep, but gay variety beſtows, 


Sometimes be theſe remov'd, and let me turn 


Th' inchanting page of poeſy, where ſhine 
Imagination's brighteſt livelieſt hues, 
Dispos'd and blended by the touch of art, 
Be mine, at once, the profit and delight 
L | | To 
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To ſee, in magic colours, well portray'd, 

The dire effect of ſavage rage, the curſe. 

Of diſobedience, and the high rewards 
Conferr'd by Virtue on her pious friends! 

Be mine, at once, the profit and delight, 

To learn, my knowledge is, myſelf to know, 
With other maxims, pleaſing more, and more 
Enforcing, in the harmony of ſong ! 

Be mine, with gen'rous ſympathy to feel 

The Poet's tender ſentiments, and love 

Of humankind; and mine, to hear the breeze, 
In ſofteſt numbers, die along the mead, 

Or blaſt, in rougher verſes, o'er the heath 
Howl turbulent! All hail, ye firſt of men, 
Meonipes! and thou, BarTannia's pride, 

Exalted M1LTox! your excurſive minds 

Nor earth, nor heaven, nor hell itſelf, could bound? 
Hail, MaRo! with the tuneful paſſion ſmit, 

The friendſhip of the Muſes thou in vain 


Invok'ſt not. Thee they crown with freſheſt bays, 
And on the ſummit of their ſacred hill 


Place, conſcious of thy merit. What can match 

Thy poliſh'd rhyme and energy of wit, 

Melodious Por E! but neither I thy rhyme of 
Nor 
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Nor energy of wit ſo much admire, 

As that unerring judgment, ſolid ſenſe, 

And zeal for truth, which glow in every line. 
Nor, gentle Son of Twzzp, be thou unſung, 
Thou who, reclining on thy parent's bank, 
In childhood bad'ſt the neighb'ring woods reſound 
To ſweeteſt ſtrains of Arcady. Of all 

Thou beſt can'ſt find a paſlage to the heart, 


And ſway the riſing boſom at command. 

With Nature's charms delighted, I adore \ 

Thy lofty flights; but, of an humbler wing, my 
Endeavour not to ſoar ſublime with thee. 

Content to revel in the vernal gale, 

I ride not on the thunder-ſtorm, nor {weep 

O'er earth in Autumn with the ſhadowy clouds, 
Nor mount on Winter's tempeſts. Theſe are heights, 
Amazing heights, by thee alone attain'd ! 


To theſe unrival'd pleaſures may I add, 
An heathful body, and an healthful mind ; 
At intervals the converſe of a friend, 
Whoſe paſhons riſe in concert with my own; 
And fortune, juſt ſufficient to ſupport. 
A mod'rate frugal decency, above 


L That 
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That meaneſt ſtate, dependence on the ſmile 


Of haughty greatneſs. Should the ſource of good 
Abundant riches pour,. be mine the taſk 


To prove myſelf the miniſter of Heaven, 
And deal its bounty with a ſkilful hand! 


Aro xx for him who thus employs his time, 
Her faireſt bloom the Spring unfolds: For him 
Panchaian odours every gale perfume. 

Alone for him the clouds, diffolvin g. fall 
In mellow drops. For him the foreſts ſwells, 
And fountains warble with romantic ſound. 
Her pureſt beams on him the Morning ſheds, 
While, loſt in fervid gratitude and joy, 
His adoration to the ſkies he breathes. 
Happieſt of mortals, him the riſen day 
Pronounces, while it ſees him roam the mead, 
Or thro* the woodlands ramble, entertain'd 
With objects which th' incurious vulgar deem 
Unworthy notice. Nor can noon abate 

The undiſturb'd compoſure of his mind; 
Then, ftretch'd along ſome panſy-mottled bank, 
Beneath the ſhelter of an oak or elm, | 
In ſtudious peace he meditates at eaſe. 


At 
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At cloſe of parting ev'ning, not a leaf 

Plays on the poplar; not a purple ſtain 

Adorns the Weſt, but fills him with delight. 
Night's duſky ſcenes awake to ſolemn thought. 
The Moon's pale lamp directs him in the ſearch 
Of wiſdom, and inſpires religious awe. 

All times and ſeaſons pleaſe; the preſent good 


He cheerful takes, nor ſighs in vain for more. 


Taz ſhower is paſs'd. Diſparting o'er the ſky 
The fluſhing clouds in ſep'rate fleeces roam. 
Behind them now retreats the ſolar orb, 

Now, thro” an azure op'ning of the heavens, 
Unveil'd appears. Below, a checker'd ſcene; 
Acroſs the valley, ſhade and ſunſhine ſweep 
In quick ſucceſſion ; while the yellow miſt 
Diſperſing, to my view again reſtores 
A proſpect of the uplands. Thence the brook, 
Increas'd with freſh ſupply of waters, pours, 
In wild meander, down the craggy ſteep. 
With hoarſer murmurs ſounds the craggy ſteep; 
And, loſt its radiant blue, a moſſy brown 
The current tinges. You, who love to ply 
The trembling angle, and deceive the trout, 

3 | The 
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Th? occaſion ſeize: Your inſtruments of guile, 
Elaſtic rod, and ſlender line, prepare. 

Chief to the ſize and faſhion of your fly 
Attention give. Nor be its colour deem'd 

of no importance. skilful anglers ſay, 
Each diff *frent month a diff rent colour claims. 
Tho? ApriPs, more than Maia's rain, may aid 
The gilded bait, and with a greater load 

Of finny captives ſend you home at eve; 

The gentler temper of the ſeaſon now 

Tor this compenſates. Now, with vernal ſcenes 
And vernal airs, on every fide amus'd, 

The riv'lets winding margin you may trace. 
Much art is needful. As in airy ring 

Your line you wave, and aim the feath'ry lure 
To where the game may ſeize it; cautious ſhun 
The flaunting boughs that-o'er the water play; 
Nor negligently let your hook be thrown 
Among the bord'ring ruſhes. Left the trout, , 
Quick- eyed, perceive you as they rapid glance 
Athwart the channel ; by ſome tufted ſhrub, 
Or trunk of elder, ſhelter'd from their ſight. 
Eſſay the brawling current, where it foams 
Between the cloſe projecting banks, or where, 
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In ſeparate ſtreams, it bubbles round yon iſle; 

Yon iſle, with reeds and buſhes overrun, 

The pirate otter's ancient Kingdom; ſee, 

As angler fatal to the ſcaly tribe, 

| Beneath a willow twiſted root he lurks. 

Except the Zephyrs on its ſurface breathe, 

In vain you ſtrive to reconcile with vows, 

The unaſſenting Naiads of the pool; 

Tho', by his ſubject train encompaſs'd, there 

The potent ſultan of the brook reſides. 

But, lo! beyond our hope his breezy wing 

Favonius ſhaking, o'er the liquid plain 

A ruffling tremor runs. Now, now excrt 

Each artful method to attract his eye. 

'Tis done: rapacious, at his fancy d prey 

Sudden he darts. Around him hoils the flood, 

In circle following circle, to the ſhore, 

His jaws the cruel treachery inſtant feel; 

Yet long, unhappy wretch ! averſe to yield, 

With all his might he ſtruggles ; ; training bends 

The pliant cane, and, flouncing to and fro, 

With indignation maddens. You, advis'd, 

Before his fury, oft remit, and oft a. 

Contract the line. What means to ſcape 1 left: 
8 What 
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What new device for ſafety can he frame ? 

His ſtrength and ſpirits quit him! Naught avails 
His ſnowy boſom : naught his poliſh'd ſides, 
Where, as he turns him diff*rent, filver blends 

Its lighter radiance with a golden hue, 

And ſcarlet drops in ſhining order glow. 


Gar, prattling, thro' the rough unequal dale, 
In courie irregular, the brook, to ſome, 
Employ affords. The coy ſuſpicious trout 
To captivate, engroſſes all their care. 
Enlarg'd by ſmaller tributary ſtreams 
The ſpreading river not a few prefer; 
While others, on the broad-extended lake, 
Enjoy the nobleſt pleaſure. There, the perch, 
Around their barge, in ſhoals unnumber'd, throng ; 


And to their baited ſteel, the tyrant pike 
Voracious ſhoots. While not a breath diſturbs 
The tranquil water, let the lake be mine. 
Tranſparent lymph! unrival'd Darwent! me 
Refuſe not on thy boſom to receive. | 
The ſwarms that wanton in thy crewded wave 
I heed not. With accelerated oars, 

I love to ſweep between thy ſcatter'd iſles, 
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Along the yielding ſurface of the deep 
Smooth glides the prow, nor ſooner glides, than all 
The huge ſtupendous ſcenes on either ſhore, 
Start into motion. Here, with beam oblique, 
Illumin'd gaily by the weſtward Sun, 
In ſilent pomp, the mountains nod along; 
Rock follows rock, on foreſt foreſt crowds; 
And thro? the paſling precipices oft, 
In momentary proſpe&, ſweetly ſmile 
The beauties of a narrow-winding dale. 
Beneath a maſs of ſhade the rugged hills, 
There, half conceal their horrors. Save, where frown 
The cliffs, with awful prominence in front, 
An indiſtinct ſolemnity appears, 
Exhauſtleſs ſource of exerciſe to Thee, 
Creative fancy! Nor remain the iſles 
Immoveable. They, o'er th' inchanted lake, 
In all the pride of ſlow proceſſion, ſail. 
While, as they ſhift, in diff rent points of view, 
Lawn, grove, and open paſture on the ſight 
Succeſlive riſe. Meantime, reflection gives 
The whole inverted in the glaſly ſtream. 
With ſummits aiming at the downward {ky 
The gay-illumin'd mountains nod along. 
M 
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Rock follows rock, on foreſt, foreſt crowds; 


And, thro' the paſling precipices, oft 
In momentary proſpect ſweetly ſmile 


The beauties of a narrow-winding dale. 

The ſhaded hills with darker horrors frown, 

And, crown'd with grove and lawn, the floating iſles, 
In all the pride of flow proceſſion, ſail. 


Where'er I look, above, or underneath, 


An univerſal magic ſeems to reign. 


Nor always penſive ſolitude delights. 
Come then, Melinda, firſt of women, come: 
Tho? faultleſs harmony of ſhape is thine, 
Tho' on thy parted lip its crimſon leaves 
The roſe-bud opens, and thy cheeks unfold 
A richer tint, than yonder bluſhing cloud 
That now, full-dreſt, attends the ſetting Sun, 


With ſoft ſenſations theſe external charms 
My heart ſurpriſe not. Higher, far, are thoſe 
That thro' my breaſt the thrilling joy infuſe. 
What me enraptures, is thy gentle mind, 
That, beaming all-expreſſive, throꝰ a form 


80 elegantly faſhion'd and ſo fair, 


Inſpirits every modeſt look, and ſmiles 
6 | With 
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With meek irradiance from thy downcaſt eyes. 
What me enraptures, is thy lively wit, 

By judgment cool'd; thy ſober judgment, warm'd 
By lively wit and fancy. O, then come; 

And, while we heedleſs o'er the meadow ſtray, 
Engaged in pleaſing converſe, unobſerv'd, 

The ſhades of ev'ning on our walk will cloſe ! 


To ponder whither we our courſe ſhall turn, 
A moment ſtop not. We a dreary way 
Can never chuſe. Uncultivated flowers, 
Thy prime delight, in each will round us blow. 


Beneath the ſhelt'ring fence of every hedge 
What multitudes of hyacinths, immix'd 

With vervain of the ſame cerulean hue, 

The herbage deck? On every hillock blooms 
The humble daiſy: half-conceal'd with leaves 
The purple-tinctur'd mallows ; low inclin'd 
With head in penſive attitude to earth 

The pallid cowſlip ; cinquefoil rob'd in gold, 
And panſy, with diverſity of dyes 

Beſpotted. Yonder, on the fountain's bank, 
Fair emblems of thy innocence, appear 


The lilies of the vale. Where, {lowly mov'd, 
M 2 | The 
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The water, level with the margin, flows. 

How thick th' aquatic race, from either ſhore 
Incroaching on the middle, choke the brook ! 

Ah! lovely maid, thy haſty ſteps repreſs; 

The flowers that on the bord'ring verdure grow - 
Advance not thou to crop. Deceitful proves 

The bord'ring verdure. 'Mong its roots, the ſtream, 
A paſſage gaining, oft receives the foot 

Beyond the limits of the ſolid ground, 

Proceeding inadvertent. Next, yon ſcenes 
Adjoining call us. Far as o'er the mead 


Our eyes can ſtretch, reſplendent to behold, 


The broad leontadon and crowfoot ſpread 


A boundleſs fluſh of yellow, medlied gay 
With each inferior hue. Tho? Flora ſtill, 
With judgment lib'ral of her painted tore, 
O'er every part of earth, as in the mead, - 

A waſte of colour ſhed not; ſhe to none 
Denies her bounty wholly. Should a path, 
In devious windings, let us thro' the corn, 
As yet imperfect on the bladed ſtalk, 
Even there, with leaf in richeſt ſcarlet dyed, 
The ſmall wild poppy, half diſclos'd, would ſeem 
To heſitate about the time to blow. 


Where 
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Where human footſteps ſeldom print the ſoil, 
Save thoſe of ſhepherd, wand'ring to deſcry 
Some ewe or lamb deſerted from his fold, 

What nations of the party-colour'd kind 

This thicket boaſts ! O'er thouſands, every tree, 
And every dwarfiſh buſh, a ſhade extends: 

Yet for the ſnowdrop, primroſe, daffodil, 

Or violet, eldeſt progeny of Spring, 

In vain we ſearch the brake. A younger race 
Have now to thoſe ſucceeded. Here its bloom, 
In all the virgin purity of white, 

The ſtrawberry of the wilderneſs diſplays. 
There, to the ſofteſt touch of Zephyr's wing, 
The eyebright trembles. Here, beneath a thorn, 
The woodroof ſmiles; and there, on ſlender ſtem, 
Proud of his graceful ſymmetry and ſize, 

The fox-glove lifts the head. Aſpiring high, 
Conſpicuous o'er each other, in a row | 
Behold his bloſſoms wanton ! Could thy ſtrength 
Melinda, ere the dews of night deſcend, 

The heath attain, imagine not the heath 


Would ope a ſcene unworthy of thine eyes. 
dflow'rets there the mountain thyme 


Unnumber! 
Would ſhewms: there, from hill to hill, diffus'd, 
8 
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A proſpect without limit wide, the furze, 
In height of variegated beauty, glows. 


W1TH ranging o'er ſo many gay parterres 
Exhauſted, let us at this beechen grove 
Stop ſhort, and, ſeated underneath its boughs, 
Catch the laſt breath of day. With careleſs view 
Hence o'er the Tyrian ſplendours of the ſky 
To wander, gives a no ignoble joy. 
Nor is it unamuſing to obſerve 
The ſhadow's progreſs. Nearer ſtill it comes, 
And nearer, length'ning ſlowly o'er the dale. 
Midway, between yon weſtern hill and us, 
The village cottages have in the Sun 
Long ceas'd to glitter. Now the duſky grey, 
Not diſtant far from yonder coppice, meets 
The woodman, homeward from his daily taſk 
Returning; now the milk-maid, tripping blithe 
Beneath the treaſures of her kine ; and now 
The ſhepherd, haſt'ning to releaſe yon lamb, 
Which, in the fetters of a bramble, lies, 
With mournful bleat, ſoliciting his aid. 


SEE, ſmit with fond affection for its young, 
How ſwiftly, there, the goldfinch to the hedge 


Its 
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Its inſet food conveys. Before us, ſee, 

Their downy habitation in the ſhrub 

Forſaken, how that newly feather'd troop 

Of linnets long to reach the middle ſky. 

In air, this moment, on ambitious wing 
Flutt'ring they riſe; but, high in air to riſe 
Unable, to the ground they next return, 

As if they knew thy feeling heart from harm 
Would guard them; lightly hopping o'er the graſs | 
The little brethren hither tend. Meantime, 
Delighted with their children's firſt eſſay, 

The parents warble from a neighb'ring bough. 
Soft flows the ſong, Melinda, condeſcend 

To join thy ſoul-inchanting lay with theirs : 
No fear but Echo, from her hollow hill, 

Will, pleas'd, prolong a ſymphony ſo ſweet, 


My firſt requeſt ſucceeding, hark! a voice, 
In which, as in a ſeraph's, all the powers 
Of melody, with full conſent, unite, 

Runs trem'lous thro” a labyrinth of ſtrains. 


Silence to every note his raviſh'd ear 
Attentive bends. In yonder field, reclin'd 
Upon an aſh's horizontal bough, 


And- 
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And muſing on the crop that round him waves, 
The farmer hears, and hearing, ſtrait forgets 

His whiſtled ſonnet, and to liſten turns. 

There, juſt deſcended from a clump of trees, 

The ſchool-boy gazes, ſtruck with ſpeechleſs awe: 
He, conſcious of his guilt, miſtakes the long 

For what the genii of the wood at eve 

Repeat, and vows in ſecret, never more 

To ſteal the offspring of the feather'd kind. 

The feather'd kind, aſham'd to be outdone, 


Suſpend their warblings. Dumb the fountain! Mute 
The paſture and the heath! All Nature thrills, 
Enraprur'd with the ſweetneſs of the lay! 


Ce as E, tuneful maid, methinks I hear the ſound 
Of other mulic, jarring harſh with thine ! 
Methinks I hear the ruſtic pipe, the dance, 

And ſhout, ſignificant of feſtive joy! 


Be not ſurpris'd ; compoſe that panting heart, 
Nor fawns nor ſatyrs in this vale reſide. 

The noiſe continues! Sure the village, freed 
From toil, have in the meadow met to play 
Their evening revels. With delib'rate ſtep 
Soft ſteal we to the confines of this wood, 


= „ 
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And all their frolicks ſee, ourſelves unſeen. 

A jovial band ! How jollity and glee 
In every face diſport! For artleſs wit 
And droll'ry famous, theſe around them ply 
The ſimple jeſt; while thoſe effuſe their ſouls 
In undiſſembled laughter. Thele the pipe 
To ſprightly meaſures tune, while, o'er the turf, 
Thoſe trip reſpondent. Others, with their loves 
Plac'd fide by fide, upon a fallen tree 
Hold dalliance; from them, unobſerv'd, purloin 
Some ornamental trifle; tap their cheeks, 
Diſperſe their flowing treſſes in the wind, 
Or, ill-refiſted, ſnatch, by ſeeming force, 
A few delicious kiſſes. On the ground 
Some {ſtretch their limbs, and full of converſe, tell 
What paſture ſuits the flock, and what the herd ; 
Who tends them beſt, or whoſe judicious hand 
Beſt guides the plough, and breaks the ſtubborn ſoil. 
Mark how they liſten! while yon hoary ſwain 
Relates the wonders of his former days; 
What acres vanquiſh'd fell beneath his ſcythe, 
Ere morning dewdrops were exhal'd from earth; 
With what alacrity he toſs'd the hay, 
Or plied the ſickle, and his fellows ſham'd. 
Of equal glory emulous, they burn 


N Impatient, 
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Impatient, while he dwells on feats perform'd, 
And trophies won at ancient rural games. 
Hail, favour'd mortals ! happier in the joys, 
The ſweet domeſtic joys of private life, 

Than others in a kingdom. Peace, the child 
Of Innocence, around you ever waves 

Her dove-like wings, Of intellectual peace, 
Of temp'rance, and of mod'rate labour born, 
Health gives her roſes on your checks to blow; 
And nightly ſprinkles, with indulgent hand, 
The choiceſt dew of poppies o'er your heads. 
Hence, vig'rous, with the early morn you riſe; 
Hence, unrepining, thro' the live-long day 
Your ſeveral taſks purſue; at evening hence, 
On harmleſs merriment and humour bent, 
Aſſemble here ; behold the Sun deſcend, 

And fondly wiſh him not to ſet ſo ſoon, 


Ix vain you wiſh. The world enlivening orb 
Beneath earth's verge is ſunk already. See, 
The mountain's head, and foreſt's topmoſt boughs, 
Retain the laſt effulgence of his beams. 


Day now is paſt. The hours have, one by one, 
On rapid pinions haſted to record | | 
6 . My 
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My actions, good or evil, in the ſkies, 
Reflection! let me ſcan them by thy light. 
To find them good, imports me much. Perhaps 


To-morrow's Sun on me may never ſhine. 


How, gradual, ſhadow after ſhadow ſteals, 

Preceding Night! Behind, with downcaſt eyes, 
She muſing follows ; not, in peeviſh mood, 
Extending ſolid darkneſs o'er the world. 
As, in a matron's aſpect, ſerious thought 
And ſadneſs oft are ſoften'd with a ſmile, 
Some light ſtill plays upon her ſable brows... 
Come, ſober goddeſs! each viciſſitude 
To me is pleaſing; nor the ſacred hour 
Of melancholy meditation leaſt, 
Tho? wide-ſpread landikips charm mine eyes no more;. 
I o'er the dewy paſture love to range; 
Or trace the mazes of the ſolemn wood: 
I love to ſee each neighb'ring object, ſhed, 
Hedge, tree, or cottage, thro' the doubtful duſk 
Swim indiſtinct. I love to ſee the moon 
Sweet-beaming riſe; and, O, I love to ſee 
Her lambent image tremble in the ſtream! 
Are thoſe her rays that, ſhining thro” the boughs 

Of yonder aſpin, twinkle in its ſhade? | 


Or 


Abating gently, as it ſinks, infuſe 
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Or revel there the ffiry people, dreſt 


In robes of yellow hue ? Tho' every hill 


Hath ceas'd to bleat, and every vale to lowe; „ 
Tho! vocal concerts fill the wood no more, 

And tho' no more the village rings with mirth, 

A total filence reigns not. Other ſounds, 

More ſuited to the tender ear of Night, 

Still bid me wake, The ruſtling of the leaves, 
The ſolitary ſong of Philomel, 7 
The beetle's hum, the tinklings of the fold, 


And, chief, the murmurs of a waterfall, 
Increaſing now, as ſwells the breeze, and now 


A tranquil penſive pleaſure thro' the ſoul, 


Wno contemplation, and her ſiſter train 
Of muſes, never woo'd, or wiſh'd to woo, 
With willing foot, may now forſake the field, 


I cannot, I, the vernal day too ſhort, 


Would grieve to loſe the vernal night. Alas! 
I neither ought to loſe! Nor vernal day 


Nor vernal night will henceforth oft return: 


To- morrow, Summer, with remorſeleſs hand, 
May ſtretch his glowing ſceptre « o'er the. world. 


. 


THE END, 


